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Too much of fear and passion on her face
To be put off when time shall be to unmask;
The fire that moved her and the mounting will
While danger was and battle was to be,
Now she hath leapt into the pit alive
To win and wear the diamond, are no more :
Hope feels the wounds upon its hands and feet
That clomb and clung, now halting since the hour
That should have crowned has bruised it No, 'tis truth;
She is heart-struck now, and labours with herself,
As one that loves and trusts not but the man
Who makes so little of men's hate may make
Of women's love as little ; with this doubt
New-born within her, fears that slept awake,
And shame's eyes open that were shut for love,
To see on earth all pity hurt to death
By her own hand, and no man's face her friend
If his be none for whom she casts them oft*
And finds no strength against him in their hands.
Herries.    Small strength indeed or help of craft or

force

Must she now look for of them; and shall find,
I fear, no stay against men's spirits and tongues
Nor shelter in the observance of their will
That she puts on, submitting her own faith
To the outward face of theirs, as in this act
Of marriage, and the judgment now enforced
Against the allowance of the mass, albeit
With a bruised heart and loathing did she bow
That royal head and hand imperious once